The Tragedy 

Jgu-hhs poore fbule, I enuy not thy glory, 

To feed my humour vvifh thy felfe no harme-. 

£>»r.GA>.NQ > when he that is my husband now, 

Came to me, I followed Henries Courfe, 

When the blood was fcarce wafht from his hands 
Which iffued from my other angell husband, ’ 

And that dead faint, .which then I weeping followed 
0,vvhen I lay,I lookt on Richards face,* ° ' 

This- was my wifh, be thou quoth 1 accurft, 

For making me fo young, fo old a widdow. 

And when thou wedft, let forrow haunt thy bed 
And be thy wife if any be fo bad 
As milerable by the death of thee. 

As thou baft made me by my deare lords death. 

Lo euen r can repeate this curfe againe, 

Euen infodiort a fpacc, my womans heart 
Crofly grew captiue to his. honey words, 

And proud the fubieft of mine ovvne foules curie, 
Which eucrfjnce hath kept mine eyes from fleepe * 
Fcrneueryetone houre in his bed, 1 * 

Hauelinioyed the golden dew of (l.eepe, 

Tut haue beene waked by his timerousdreames. 

Befidcs he hates me for my father Warwicke 
And will fhortly be rid of me. * 

jQu. Alas poore foulc,I pity thy complaints, 

DhuGU . No more then from myfoule 1 mourneforyonfs 
^•Farewell, thou wocfull welcomer of glory. /' 

Dnt.Glo. Adue. poore foule thoutakeft tliy ieaue of-it, 
D. T cr.Go thou to Richmond .& good fortune guide thee 
Go thou to Richard find good Angels guard thee. 

Go thou to fanftuary, good thoughts polfefle thee, 

I to my graue, where peace and reft lye with me, 
-Eyghty old yeares of forrow haue I feene. 

And each houres ioy wrackt with a weeke of teene. 

T he trumpets found. Enter Richard Crowned, Bucking' 
ham,Catcsby , with ether Nobles. 

King, Stand all apart, Coulln of Buckingham, 
•Giue me thy hand. Here he afeends his Throne. 






e/Richard the Third, 


Tine. True noble Prince. 

King. O bitter confequence, 

That Edward ftill fhould liue true noble Prince, 

Coufin thou were not wont to be i'o dull, 

Shall I be plaine I wifh the baftards dead]. 

And I would haue it fuddainly perform J» 

What faieft thou > fpeake fuddenly , bebriefe, 

Aw.Your grace may doe your pleafure. 

King. Tut, tut, thou art all yce, thy kindneffe freei-etnV 
Say, haue 1 thy confent that they fhall die ? 

Bite. Giue me fome breath my Lord, 

Before I pofitiuely fpeake herein : 

I will refolue your grace imediatly. ... , 

Cat . The King is angry fee he bites his lip. 

King. I will conuerfe with iron witty fooles. 

And vnrefpeftiue Bojes, none are for me 
That looke into me with conliderate eyes : 

"Boy. High reaching 'Buckingham growes cireum!pe£f « 

Boy, Lord. 

King. Knoivft thou notany whom corrupting Gold 
W oula tempt vnto a clofe exploit of death. 

Boy. My Lord , I know a dilcontented Gentleman, 
Whole humble meanes matcht not his haughty mind. 
Gold were as good as twenty Orators,- 
And will no doubt tempt him to any thing. 

King. What is his name ? 

Boy, Hi? mme-my Lord is TerreU 

King 


ind thy affiftance B W feated ; 

P.,t ball we-weareifiefe honours for a day ? 
fv (Vail they laft and we reioyce m them ? 
°iUll Hue they,and foreuer ma^they laft- 
1G.0 Buckingham now I doe play the touch, 

Tn t! v if thou be currant Gold indeed : 

Yon ° Edward liues:chinke now what 1 would fay 
Buc Say on my gracious Soueraigne. 

King.W hy Buckingham, I fay I would be King. 
AW hv fo vou are mv thrice renowned Liege, 




